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denied by human experience. It has everything that satisfies
the eye; a lovely, surely moulded dome, slender minarets,
graceful tracery, and a white purity that rejoices Before its
frail daintiness, however, one sighs. It is too lovely to last.
Why should purity and beauty be desecrated by that which
has brawn in its arms and hair on its chest?
Before the largest mosque in all India, the famous Jamma
Musjid, I stood in the still, white sun. Delhi all around me,
red and grave and old. I had climbed a great wide flight
of steps which were like an ascent to glory. I felt indeed
glorified; minarets rose shadowless and serene; the great
pointed Mohammedan doorway stood like gigantic hands in
prayer, the trembling bulbous dome that sits so candidly under
an Eastern sky was above me; murmured prayers were in
my ears.
But what captured my senses were the long rows of prostrate
figures touching the flagstones every now and then with
devout foreheads. Now, they were on bended knee with
heads hung and hands clasped; then, down went palms on
the ground and two hundred faces were hid from the stupen/
dous holiness of Allah, no sound, only snatches of murmured
prayers and a soft sibilance as the worshippers raised or pros/
trated themselves. Colour everywhere; white robes and
crimson fez caps, golden braid and a soft luscious blue.
India, holy India! India leading the world in prayer, A
Mohammedan prayer ? Why not ? Before the Jumma Musjid
there is but one God and one prayer, He is a great Creator
and demands a prostrated creature. Man has lost his fear, his
reverence. Because he can count the electrons and strum the
law of thermodynamics he has forgotten that he is but a
stumbling confusion. India is wiser. She can pray. God
help her ever to pray.
Such are men's thoughts before this great mosque. The
Western mind does not know what reverence is until it has
seen Mohammedans at prayer or heard the muezzin's birdlike
call to worship.